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In all probability he had some deal with Will in
hand, or wanted Will's influence for something.
In any case, he was a grand jolly fellow, with
a big beard and his hat cocked on one side.
Then, unlike so many men with their hats cocked
on one side, he had remembered his promise, and
Warren had had his tickets.

So here they were, as merry and excited as
three children. Judith was very near her time,
and, in consideration of her age and that this was
her first child, it had been wiser of her perhaps
not to have come, but she could not resist it.
She could never refuse to have fun, nor could
she refuse to be kind to anyone, and she knew
that Warren's evening would be nothing were
she not there with him.

Not so Emma. She was devoted to Judith;
but whether Judith were there or no she would
enjoy herself. Her purple gown, her splendid
turban, gave her a fine dramatic air, as of a pro-
phetess given to acting tragic roles at occasional
moments. This was her pose while she remem-
bered, but when she forgot she was simply a tall
jolly libertine, ready to smile at anything and
eager for every kind of attention, with a heart
that Warren, who did not really like her, de-
scribed as ' incredibly open.1

Judith stood beside her, insignificant in the
white gown that hid her figure, a little, very
ordinary, middle-aged woman, but to Warren
more magnificent and splendid than any one
there.

They stood against the wall under a huge